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For The Child's Paper.
FIRST SABBATH OF THE PILGEXffiS.
It was in December, 1620, that the ship May
Flcrwer, which brought over the first emigration of
Puritans, anchored on the wild New England shore.
There were none to show them kindness, or bid
them welcome. A boat was sent from the vessel
to explore the coast, and seek a favorable landing.
She was manned by the bravest hearts, and stoutest
arms. The cold was severe, and the spray froze
as it fell on them, making their clothes like iron
coats. No convenient harbor was yet discovered.
After some hours' hard sailing, a storm of sleet
and snow sets in; night is at hand, the sea swells,
the storm increases, the rudder splits, the mast
bends and breaks, and the sail falls overboard.
The frightened pilot would have run the boat ashore
in a cove full of breakers. "About with her!"
shouts one of the sailors, " or we are lost." They
hasten to obey the order; the boat rises over the
surf, and is soon under the lee of land. It is dark,
and the storm rages furiously. Hungry and wet,
cold and tired, the men creep ashore, and after much
difficulty kindle a fire. When morning dawned, they
found themselves on a small island at the entrance
of a harbor, which proved to be Plymouth harbor ;
and here they spent the day, to rest from their
fatigues, and repair their boat.

The next day was the Sabbath. Time was precious ; it was ratein xnwseasonytnxd tneir comrades
in the ship might suffer anxiety on their account;
every thing demanded haste, but they "remembered
the Sabbath-day to keep it holy." All labor was
put aside ; and on a frozen ground, in a chilly air,
under a frowning sky, without shelter, and almost
without food, they spent the day in divine worship
and holy rest. Here is a picture of the first observance of the Sabbath in New England. There are
Qarver, and Winslow, and Bradford, and Standish,
honored names among the Puritan fathers. They
do not ask to be excused from the obligations of
religious duty, even under circumstances so pressing
and unfavorable. The Sabbath, and the God of the
Sabbath, have claims upon them superior to any
thing besides. Strict and unflinching obedience
to Bible law, is the rule of their lives. These were
Puritan principles, and it is these principles which
gave excellence and honor to the New England
forefathers, and which now give to her institutions
their moral power. Let not their children prove
unfaithful to them.
For The Child's Paper.
WHAT LITTLE HANDS CAN DO-THE COKAL.
Children think they can do little good; and even
their parents generally think the same. They can
be obedient and affectionate, this all admit; but
few think they are old enough to do any thing for
the salvation of the world. Now, children, this is
a very great error.
Can a child do as much as an insect ? " Why,
yes," exclaims every little reader ; " and more too."
Let us see. Imagine that yon and I are sailing in
a vessel upon the South seas. How beautifully
we glide along. The vessel skims the ocean like
a swan. But what is that yonder, rising above
the billows like a painted highland ? Now it sparkles
in the! rays of the sun, like a rock of silver; and
now it assumes different colors, variegated in the
most charming manner. Red, golden, silvery hues,
all blend together in delightful richness. Nearer

and nearer we come to the attractive object, all the
while appearing more beautiful and brilliant than
the crystal palace; when lo, we discover it is the
splendid work of insects so small that we cannot
see them with the naked eye. Yes, the little coral
insect threw up those many-colored reefs, a little at
a time, until we have this magnificent sight. And
just over there, beyond that line of reefs, you see
that little island, covered with tall palm-trees, so
green and slender. The foundation of that island,
now a fit habitation for men, was laid by the same
little coral insect. Myriads of them worked away,
year after year, until a huge bed of coral became
the foundation of the island; then the soil aoeumulated, and the trees grew, as they are now
seen.
This is what some insects do towards making this
world a habitation for mankind. They make islands.
God did not create them to be useless in this world,
where so much is to be done. Their work amounts
to something.
Would you not be as useful as the little coral
insect? You cannot build islands, but you can help
the people who live upon them, and those who live
in other parts ^f the earth. A cent is a small gift,
but a hundred of them make a doihu. A grain of
sand is very minute, but enough of them will make
a mountain. So the little which one child does for
God, may seem too small to be counted; but perhaps twenty of these littles are equal to the work
of one full-grown man or woman. Do not forget
that if you do nothing for God, you are not worth
as much as the coral insect.
phocion.
For The Child's Paper.
SIGHT-SEEING IN HOME.
Dr. Nelson, who has just visited Rome, says
among other things, " I saw an image of St. Peter,
the toe of which had been kissed so much that a
part of it was actually worn away. I saw also a
flight of stairs, opening on one of the public streets,
w"hioh was said to have been brought from the
palace of Pontius Pilate, and said to have been
trod by the feet of Jesus ; and now on that account
it is regarded as so holy that no one is permitted to
pass over it, except on his knees; and the deluded
people are taught, that passing over it brings a high
religious reward. I saw several ladies, with their
long dresses, toiling up the steps on their knees."
This is the stairway that Martin Luther began to
climb, when he paid a visit to Rome. It was before
he got into the clear light of Bible truth. It was
while dragging his body in this uncouth style over
these stone stairs, that a verse from the first chapter
of Paul's epistle to the Romans came to him like a
voice from heaven : "The just shall live by faith.'''1
His eyes were opened, and he felt very much
ashamed of trying to merit God's favor in this poor
foolish way, instead of depending on God's dear
Son, who came to take away our sins.
Let us pity those who are still climbing the
staircase for salvation, and pray that they may
soon have God's pure word, the blessed Bible,
which teaches that Christ Jesus came into the
world to save sinners, and that there is no other
name given under heaven among men, whereby we
can be saved.
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EEOM A LADY IN SCOTLAND.
My dear Children—In the days of persecution
in Scotland, three hundred years ago, the Bible
readings being blessed by the Holy Spirit, made a
great change in many hearts, and people were no
longer afraid of dying cruel and shameful deaths.
One young lad of 18, was at first very much frightened when he was condemned to be burnt; but he
knelt down to pray, and when he rose up, he said,
" Now I defy death; do with me as you please. I
thank God I am ready." A woman who was a wife
and a mother, was sentenced to be tied in a sack
and drowned; and her husband, to whom she was
tenderly attached, was sentenced to be hanged.
They were not allowed to die together, but when
she parted from him, she said, " Husband, be glad;
we have lived together many joyful days, and this
day is the most joyful of all, because now we shall
have joy for ever. Therefore I will not bid you
good-night, for we shall meet in the kingdom of
heaven." Her faith was not shaken, even when
she took from her bosom her new-born babe, and
gave it to a hired nurse.
I have not time to tell you of a great many who
at this period went up from Scotland to join the
noble army of martyrs in heaven ; but the name of
one of them, George Wishart, is very dear to
Scotch hearts. He was a minister, and as he
preached the doctrines of the Bible boldly, many
were converted by him. The plague was at that
time raging in Dundee, and W ishart went thei e
fearlessly to preach to the poor sick people, which
he did standing on one of the gates of the town,
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months afterwards, the dead body of Cardinal Bea- the door very softly, and crept up stairs on tiptoe.
ton was hung out before the inhabitants of the town, A call came from the sitting-room, " Jane, is that
who had long groaned under his oppression. A you?" It was her mother's voice, but Jane made
small band of desperate men, forgetting the com- believe she did not hear. She crept down, and out
mandment of God, " Thou shalt do no murder," again, and did not get back for some time. "I
took possession of the castle, burst into the cardi- thought I heard you come in some time ago," said
nal's room, and fell upon him with their swords. her mother; " I wish it had been you, for I have
He called out, I am a priest; fie, fie, all is gone;" needed you very much. Willie has been very
and then he went to be judged by his God. The sick." Jane said nothing, and how she felt you
castle of St. Andrews still remains, and the middle can perhaps imagine.
window of its tower is that of Cardinal Beaton's I We have followed Jane through a part of a day,
chamber, from whence he exulted over the martyr- and seen her just as she was, not as she seemed to
dom, and where he met his own doom.
be to her mother and teacher; and what do you
Always your sincere friend,
M. M. E.
think of her? There are many children like Jane,
For The Child's Paper. and perhaps they will see themselves in her. Jane,
you see, W"as not a truthful child. "But she did
THE CAHARY-BIEBS.
not tell any lie," some one will say. No, but she
Perhaps every child has seen a cage of canaries; acted lies, and you see in how many things she
but every child has not seen such a cage of canaries deceived in half a day's time. "Little things,"
as I am to tell about. There is one hanging in the perhaps you will say. But it is little things which
sitting-room of a dwelling in the writer's congrega- ,fshow what we really are, and which make up the
tion, which is peculiarly interesting to him. It has character. There is no habit more dangerous than
hung there but a short time, and it is very dear to a habit of deceiving in little things, because so
the family.
easily fallen into. Let every child who reads this
Why does it hang there? A few weeks ago, a examine her conduct, and see if she is in danger of
young lady, a daughter and sister in that family, sliding into it. All deceit is displeasing to God.
lay upon the bed of death. She had only a short He desires "truth in the inward parts." He is a
time to live. She had brothers and sisters unpre- " God of truth, and without iniquity." The "paths
pared to die, and deeply she felt for them, and of the Lord are mercy and truth;" and his paths
faithfully did she converse with them. She took should be our paths, for he has told us to follow
them by the hand, one by one, and pointed them to him. Let your prayer be the prayer of good David,
the Saviour in whom she trusted. But when she " Remove from me the way of lying. 1 have chosen
came to a younger brother, she seemed to fear that the way of truth : I have stuck unto thy testimonies.
her counsels might be lost, and she made this last 0 Lord, put me not to shame."
request: " When I am dead, I want you should buy
a cage of canaries, and hang them up in the house,
For The Child's Paper.
or on the piazza, and every time you hear them sing,
WP
THE
LOST
CHILD.
think of all I have told you.''''
What a sweet remembrancer! The birds are In the far west, a little child but five years of
there, as beautiful a pair as money could buy. Do. age, got lost. The whole neighborhood, which was
you wonder that we look upon those birds with but thinly settled, was engaged in hunting the child.
great interest? Are you surprised that they are The mother and father, both of whom were pious,
very dear to the family? 0, what thoughts are were overwhelmed at the thought that their dear
awakened when they sing.
little daughter was lost. The night was coming on.
My dear child, the birds that to you make musical There were panthers and bears and wolves in the
13
the garden and surrounding groves, so that you woods. Every nook and comer of the adjacent
cannot go out of doors without hearing their pleas- woods was searched, for a mile or two around the
ant carols, are singing God's praises, when perhaps dwelling; but the child could not be found. The
you have scarcely thought of him. Hereafter, may parents wept and prayed, and grew almost frantic.
the songs of the merry warblers remind you of God, Night set in, but the search was kept up. With
whose goodness and mercy bless you every day. torches and trumpets, they went in every direction,
As you listen to their charming music, consider looking everywhere for the lost child. At last, in
i
the middle of the night, it began to rain, and rained
that you ought to love and serve him. pastor.
very hard for some time. But the child could not
For The Child's Paper. be found.
ACTING LIES.
The day broke, and all renewed the search. They
"Jane,
go
into
the
store-room closet, and fetch knew that unless they succeeded in finding her,
the infected lying on the ground on one side, and
those yet in health standing on the other. He took me the large blue jar," said a mother to her little she must perish of hunger. All hope at last was
for his text, Psa. 107 : 20, "He sent his word and girl. Jane put down her books, for she was going nearly given up. They had passed over every foot
healed them and by that sermon many were made to school, and ran to the closet, "where the first thing of ground within two or three miles of her home.
ready for death. Wishart's life was often in great she saw was a basket of large red apples. "I The sun was going down the second day. The
danger, for people were hired to murder him; but should like one of these to carry to school," she parents, overcome with distress, sat down to weep,
thought, but she did not know whether her mother thinking they should never see their beloved child
God delivered his servant.
At last, when his work on earth was done, he would think it best for her to have one ; so instead again. The search had now been carried on with
was betrayed into the hands of his enemies, and of asking, she slipped the biggest she saw into her diligence for the space of thirty hours.
One of the party had gone to a distance of four
conducted to St. Andrews; and after a mock trial, pocket, and covered her pocket over with her shawl,
at which he was cruelly insulted, he was con- lest her mother should see it. Jane then took the miles from the house from which the child wandemned to death. On that first day of March, 1546, jar to her mother, and went to school with the dered. The evening was approaching. He was
great preparations were made in the castle of St. apple, which proved to be a hard winter apple, unfit working his way through a tangled thicket, upon
the edge of a pond of water. He was stopped by a
Andrews. So gay was its front tower with bright to be eaten.
By and by Jane's class in history was called up faint sound that fell upon his ear. He listened. He
tapestry and flags and cushions, that had it not
been for the dark stake before the windows, and the to recite, and Jane was quite particular about getting heard a human voice, soft, plaintive, and sad. He
guns of the castle turned in that direction for fear her seat behind the stove, rather out of the way of drew a little nearer, straining his eye and ear to
of the martyr being rescued, it might have been the teacher's eye. Jane had her history in her hand, discover the object. He stood still, and listened,
thought that some joyous spectacle was to be exhib- with her pencil between the pages of the lesson and he heard these words, "Oh, I wish my mother
ited. Upon the decorated tower sat Cardinal Beaton, and every now and then, watching her chance, she was here, for I want something to eat. I am hunsurrounded by his clergy, enjoying the cruel sight. peeped into the book, but when the teacher glanced gry and cold ;" and there upon the ground, on the
The martyr being bound to the stake with a heavy that way, she looked up as innocently as could be. edge of the water, he found the lost child. He
School was dismissed a little earlier than usual, carried her homo rejoicing ; for the child that was
chain, prayed that his enemies might be forgiven,
lost, was found. The dear little girl said that when
and kissed the executioner; but he said that " he and Helen Brewster went, home with her to get
book
which
Jane
promised
to
lend
her;
but
she
did
the
night came on, she was tired and sleepy, and
who was resting proudly in yonder high place,
should, in a few days, lie in the same as igno- not want to let her mother know that school was that she got down upon her knees and said the
done, lest her mother might want her to play with prayer that her mother taught her, and then went
miniously."
From the window of that same tower, three baby, or to help her m some way. So she opened to sleep without being afraid. She said she saw a
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bad-looking animal that came near her, and that
she prayed to the Lord to take care of her, and the
animal did not trouble her. She was hungry, and
ate some berries. God takes care of little children.
We are all lost in our sins. We have all wandered from our Father's house, and gone away from
God. Christ the Saviour came " to seek and to save
that which was lost." Let us commit our bodies
and our souls to Him in well-doing, and we are safe
for time and eternity.
j. e. e.
For The Child's Paper.
LITTLE EOBEET AITD HIS PENNY.
One day Robert's uncle gave him a cent. " Now,"
says he, " I '11 have a stick of candy, for I have
been wanting some a long while." His mother
asked if that was the best use he could make of
his penny. " Why, I want candy very bad and
he hurried on with his cap, and off he ran in great
haste. His mother was sitting at the window, and
saw him running along, and then he stopped. She
thought he had dropped his penny ; but he started
off again, and soon reached the door of
the confectionary, and then he stood
there a while, with his hand on the
latch, and his eyes on the candy. His
mother was wondering what he was
waiting for ; then she was more surprised to see him come off the step,
and run back home again, without
going in.
In a minute he rushed into the parlor, with a bright glow upon his cheek,
and a brighter glance in his eye, as he
exclaimed, "Mother, the heathen have
beat, the heathen have beat." " What
do you mean, Robert, by ' the heathen
have beat 1'" " Why, mother, as I went
along, I kept hearing the heathen say,
' Give us your penny, to help send us
good missionaries; we want Bibles and
tracts; help us, little boy, wont you V
and I kept saying, ' Oh, I want the candy, I do want
the candy.' At last the heathen beat, and I am
going to put my cent into the missionary-box. It
shall go to the heathen."
Philadelphia.
w. u. s.
For The Child's Paper.
THINK EEFOEE YOU ACT.
An interesting little girl at one of the fashionable
watering-places of Virginia, last summer, was persuaded to attend a circus. On her return, she was
asked how she liked the performance. "If I had
my money bach, I don't think they would get it again,"
she replied. She was asked what she would do with
it. She said she would give it to the poor, or to the
missionaries, or to some good cause.
You who read this, be admonished by this little
girl's experience. Do not give away your money,
only to repent of you-r folly. Remember that every
cent you have is intrusted to your care by your
heavenly Father, and that he will hold you to a
strict account for the manner in which you use
your Lord's money. The sum which a little boy or
girl would give to see a circus, would buy a Bible,
or four Testaments, or a large bundle of tracts,
which, if given to some poor sinner in the way to
hell, might lead him to Jesus, and direct his feet
in the path to heaven. And who would not rather
be the instrument in converting a sinner from the
error of his ways, than to enjoy the pleasures of
sin for a season.
J- E- eLynchburgh, Ya.
For The Child's Paper:
A LITTLE BOY'S LETTER ANSWERED.
A little boy at C . . . . , in Germany, whose father
had died, was very anxious to join a Moravian
school; but he had no means of support. He had
been taught that the Lord Jesus Christ heard and
answered all who call upon him ; and he wrote a
letter nearly in these words :
" Mt dear Lord Jesus Christ—I have lost my
father, and we are very poor; but thou hast said
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For The Child's Paper.
THE RAINBOW.
In this fair world that God has made, there are
few things more beautiful than the rainbow. What
child does not think so, when, after a summer
shower, he sees its bright colors painted upon the
dark cloud ? I once knew a little girl who asked
her mother if it was not a beautiful bridge, that
God had made for his angels to walk upon. The
young readers of this paper know that the Lord
placed the rainbow in the heavens, as a token of
his promise to Noah never again to destroy the
world by a flood. Noah must often have felt sorrowful, while shut up so many months with his
family in the ark, to look out upon the dark deluge,
and to know that all his fellow-men had perished
for their great wickedness. It gladdened his heart,
therefore, to look at the bright rainbow, and to remember that the beautiful smiling earth would
never again be covered with the deep wide waters.
It should gladden our hearts too, when we see it;
for the care and goodness that God showed to Noah,
he will extend to us also. There is not
the smallest flower that opens its gentle
eye down in the thick grass by the
meadow brook, but instantly the Lord
sees it. The wind cannot shake a little
bird from the high tree-tops, but immediately it is known to the great God,
seated upon his throne in the heaven
of heavens. Oh, then he will care for
us his children, made in his likeness,
and redeemed by the blood of his dear
Son. Every day gives us proof of his
kindness, and every night his protecting love watches over us ; and through
the hours of both day and night the
sweet voice of Jesus whispers in our
ear, " This is the way, walk ye in it;"
" Learn of me, for I am meek and lowly
in heart." Are we grateful to the
mighty God, and listening to the words
For The Child's Paper. of cur Saviour! fttrwe keepj'his commandments,
and walk in the narrow path that leads to his presTHE SABBATH-EEEPDfG MACKESEL-CATCHEKS.
ence in heaven?
A. b. r.
Who has not heard of the bleak sandy shores
For The Child's Psper.
of Cape Cod in old Massachusetts'? At the end of
A WELL-SPENT DAY,
the cape, nestling among the sand-hills, is a little
The following extract from a letter written by
village called Provinoetown, inhabited in a great
degree by mackerel-catchers. The ocean dashes the little daughter of a returned missionary, gives
almost all around it, and the sea-gulls screech over such a beautiful record of a well-spent day, that I
it; and out of the way as it is, no body perhaps cannot but hope it may prove interesting and profitwould expect the people to set any very great or able to many of your readers.
"I rise at half-past five, and spend half an hour
good example to the rest of the country. But hear
in
dressing, and in my devotions. Between six and
this.
" A fleet of nearly 400 sail of mackerel-catchers seven, I dress my little brother and sister, and study.
came into the harbor at sundown," says one in the At seven, we have breakfast; after which we have
fall; "and by 9 o'clock a perfect forest of masts family devotions, and then I get ready for school,
was seen by moonlight. A few of them left yes- which begins a quarter past eight, and continues
terday, (Sunday,) but they were all out betimes this till a quarter past one. As soon as I come home
morning. The temptation to take fish on the Sab- from school, we dine. After dinner, I clear off the
bath is great, but with the vessels from this place it table, and wipe the dishes; and then I spend half
is universally resisted. While on the Grand Banks, an hour in reading the Bible, and prayer. I then
take care of the little children, and do errands for
many of the vessels which anchored about our
my mother, until five. From five to six, I walk,
fishermen fished on the Sabbath, but every vessel sew, knit, or study, and from six till seven, we have
from Provinoetown laid by the lines on Saturday supper, and family devotions. Then I study till
night, not to be touched until Monday morning. The eight. At eight, I go with the other children to my
results show that, on an average, our vessels take mother's room a quarter of an hour, to attend to
more fish than those that make all days alike. Men her instructions ; then I retire."
are beginning to learn that Sunday fishing and rum
A child that blends so much of usefulness and of
are a curse in the end."
piety in her life, cannot but be a happy child ; and
God bless the mackerel-catchers of Province- among all the joyful children of this happy land,
town. We thank you for your example. We would no one, I am sure, is more truly happy than this
hold it up to our Sabbath-breaking railroads, and little one.
steam-boats, and post-offices, and livery-stables, and
WHAT IS MY BIBLE WOETH?
to every Sabbath-breaking man, woman, and child
When I consider that it contains the most ancient
in the country. Let them look down on Cape Cod,
and learn that God has said, " Remember the Sab- history in the world, a narrative of the most rebath-day to keep it holy. Six days shalt thou labor, markable events, the beautiful history of kings and
and do all thy work; but the seventh day is the prophets, the words of the sweet psalmist of Israel,
Sabbath of the Lord thy God: in it thou shalt not the pious instructions of Solomon, the stirring words
do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, of holy men of God, the awful statutes of Jehovah's
thy man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy law, the gospel of Christ; and the way of salvation
by him, 0 the worth of it is beyond comparison.
cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates.

in thy word, that whatever we should ask of God, in
thy name, he wmuld grant it to us. I believe what
thou hast said, Lord Jesus ; therefore I pray thee,
my God, in the name of Jesus, to furnish my mother
with the means of placing me at the Moravian
institution. I pray thee, good Jesus, to grant my
request. Give me likewise wisdom, and all that is
good. Adieu, etc."
The child folded the letter, addressed it "To our
Lord Jesus Christ, in heaven," and carried it to the
post-office. The postmaster, examining the writing,
observed it was that of a child. He opened it, and
was strongly affected by reading this infantile
prayer, which he communicated to a Moravian of
his acquaintance. The latter read the letter in a
society of the brethren. The Baroness of Lippe,
wW? was present, considered these circumstances
as an appeal addressed to her by the Saviour. She
took the young orphan under her protection, and
placed him at the much-desired institution. Thus
the letter arrived at its destination, and was answered.
J-
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EACH MOTHEE S LOVE THE BEST.
As I walked over the hills one day,
I listened, and heard a mother-sheep say,
u
In all the green world there is nothing so sweet,
As my little lammie, with his nimble feet,
With his eye so bright,
And his wool so white;
Oh, he is my darling, my heart's delight.
The robin, he
That sings on the tree,
Dearly may dote on his darlings four ;
But I love my one little lambkin more."
So the mother-sheep, and the little one,
Side by side, lay down in the sun,
And they went to sleep on the hill-side warm,
While my little laramie lies here on my arm.
I went to the kitchen, and what did I see
But the old gray cat, with her kittens three;
I heard her whispering soft. Said she,
" My kittens, with tails all so cunningly curled,
Are the prettiest things there can be in the world.
The bird in the tree,
And the old ewe, she,
May love their babies exceedingly;
But I love my kittens from mom to night;
Which is the prettiest, I cannot tell,
Which of the three, for the life of me,
I love them all so well.
So I '11 take up the kittens, the kittens I love,
And we '11 lie down together beneath the warm stove.'
So the kittens lie under the stove so warm,
While my little darling lies here on my arm.
I went to the yard, and I saw the old hen
Go clucking about with her chickens ten;
And she clucked, and she scratched, and she bristled
away,
And what do you think I heard the hen say ?
I heard her say, " The sun never did shine
On any thing like to these chickens of mine ;
You may hunt the full moon and the stars, if you please,
But you never will find ten such chickens as these.
The cat loves her kittens, the ewe loves her lamb,
But they do not know what a proud mother I am ;
For lambs nor for kittens I wont part with these,
Though the sheep and the cat should go down on their
knees.
My dear downy darlings, my sweet little things,
Come, nestle now cozily under my wings."
So the hen said,
And the chickens sped
As fast as they could to their warm feather-bed;
And there- let them lie, on their feathers so warm,
While my little chick lies here on my arm.
NOTHING TO BO.
"Nothing to do?" 0 pause, and look around
At those oppressed with want, and sorrow too ;
Look at the wrongs, the sufferings that abound,
Ere yet thou sayest there's naught for thee to do.
Are there no hungry that thy hand may feed,
No sick to aid, no naked to be clad?
Are there no blind, whose footsteps thou may st lead,
No mourning heart that thou couldst make less sad ?
"Nothing to do?" hast thou no store of gold,
No wealth of time, that thou shouldst well employ ?
No hidden talent that thou shouldst unfold,
No gift that thou shouldst use for others' joy ?
"Nothing to do ?" 0 look without, within;
Be to thyself and to thy duties true;
Look on the world, its troubles, and its sin,
And own that thou hast much indeed to do.
Two brothers, Albert and Brainerd, aged eight
and six, stood by their father on Monday morning,

CHILD'S

PAPER.

and read the Bible in family worship. In the afternoon they went out to get blackberries, and were
drowned. They used to go two miles to Sabbathschool, and their father sends two dollars, earned by
them, to give The Child's Paper, which they loved,
to destitute children.
"Among us," says a clergyman, "The Child's
Paper meets with universal acceptance. The old
read it, and the young read it, for all I can see with
equal interest; and I am not ashamed to say that I
receive instruction from it. I am often met with
the inquiry of a little boy or girl, 1 Has my paper
come?' and am always glad when I can say, 'It
has.'1"
For The Child's Paper.
THE GSEAT STIB IN CHIN A—LEAN G AFA^
Have the children heard about the great stir in
China, that laud of darkness, wickedness, and idolatry 1 The newspapers are filled with the news of
a rebellion in China. " When we first heard of the
rebellion," says a gentleman to the children in England, " every body thought that the rebels were
ignorant idolaters, like the rest of their countrymen.
But after a little while, we were astonished to learn
that they knew something about Christianity ; that
they professed to believe in one God, in Jesus Christ,
and in other truths taught in the Bible. It was
found also that they knew the ten commandments,
and that they were destroying heathen temples and
i
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idols wherever they went. For some time no body
could tell how or where they got this light; but it
is found out, and I will tell you about it.
" English missionaries were sent many years ago
to China, one of whom was Dr. Morrison, who
translated the Bible into the Chinese language ; but
for many years they labored on without seeming to
accomplish much good. The first Chinese who became a true Christian was Leang Afa. Like most
boys in China, he was sent to school, and learnt to
read. After this he became a printer, and was employed in the mission service ; but he was twentyeight before he began to see the falsehood of idolatry, and to feel his need of a Saviour. This
change was soon shown by his diligence in reading
God's word, and his conduct proved that he had
become a real Christian, for he tried to do all the good
he could to his friends and countrymen. Among
other things, he wrote books explaining the gospel,
and cut wooden blocks from which to print them.
But some policemen heard what he was doing,
seized his blocks and books, and dragged poor Afa
away to prison. He received thirty lashes from a
large bamboo, which made the blood flow down his
body and legs, and was not set free until Dr. Morrison paid for him a fine of seventy dollars. But
his sufferings only made him more humble, and
more anxious to do good.
" In China all the young men who wish to rise,
must get a knowledge of Chinese authors ; and
every three years there is a public examination of
students, when a great many try for prizes. There
was such an examination in Canton in 1834; and
wishing to do good, Afa and three of his friends
went there to give away Christian books. One of
these books was written by himself, and called,
' Good Words to admonish the Age.' They stood
by the examination hall, and gave a copy to every
body who would take it. Ten thousand copies were

distributed. But these Christian men had to suffer
for it. One was killed, another was badly beaten,
and Afa fled. However, the books had gone forth,
and although great numbers of them were destroyed,
there was at least one that was not destroyed. It
was read and reread. It was a little seed, but it
took root, and has grown into a great tree. For
among the young men who took the books was one
named Hung Sen Tsuen. He read that book, and
thought about it. It gave him new ideas. It taught
him there was but one God, and that an idol is
nothing. It taught him there was a heaven and
hell beyond the grave. Many years passed, but he
did not forget; he wanted to know more about these
things, and he went to Canton, and saw a missionary
there, and told him he had got his new ideas from
a book called, ' Good Words to admonish the Age,'
which had been given him in 1834, and then he
received from the missionary further instruction.
This man proves to be the great chief of the Chinese rebellion. He it is who has written books, and
made laws which are doing so much to change the
opinions of the Chinese, and overthrow idolatry."
How wonderful are ,the ways of God! What
great things in his providence sometimes turn upon
little ones. Perhaps the leaders of the rebellion in
China do not love Christ in their hearts ; but they
have got much light, and are everywhere destroying idols. Whether God will make them the means
of the conversion of China, we do not know. Let
the children keep an eye on this great movement.
May Christians everywhere pray for the introduction of true Christianity into China; and when
children pray, " Thy kingdom come, thy will be
done on earth as it is done in heaven," let them
remember the poor children of China.
For The Chiitl's Paper.
A LITTLE GIRL TURNED TEACHER.
A little daughter of heathen parents, on becoming
a pupil in one of the mission schools at Ceylon,
attended some good little meetings held hy the
-teacher's wife to instruct the children in the knowledge of the true and living -God. They deeply
interested her tender mind, and she went home
one day, and calling her mother and brother and
sisters around her, she said, " Mother, why do you
worship the idols, and make the offering of rice and
plantains ? Can they speak 1 No. Can they hear ?
No; they are deaf and dumb." And then closing
her eyes, and putting her little hand on her bosom,
she exclaimed, " With this heart we must worship
God. Thus our teacher's wife closes her eyes, and
prays to God, and so we must all do."
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